So                  A DIGIT OF THE MOON;

And a certain ascetic heard the story: and he
laugEed to himself, and said : Trashy trishy washy
wi$hy\ Says the pot to the pipkin : Out on you,
miserable clay I

Now tell me, Princess, what did that ascetic
mean? And Rasakdsha ceased. Then the Princess
said: His relations blamed the madness of that
caravan-leader, in that he took mirage for re-
ality, not knowing that they were themselves BO
less mad, in taking this world and its perishable
wealth for reality, and pursuing, as he did, phan-
toms. For what is this world but illusion ? Thus
they resembled pots of clay abusing clay pipkins
for being made of clay.

And when the Princess had spoken she rose up
and went out slowly, looking at the King sadly,
and the King's heart went with her. But the King
and Rasakdsha returned to their own apartments.

DAY 14.

THEN the King said to Rasakdsha: My friend,
this day also is lost, and now but eight days remain
behind. And each day the moment of separation

a I have slightly modified the original jingle, which means;
The thirst for delusion is the bane of the universe.